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MEANS FINE TOBACCO FOR LUCKIES
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F. E. McLAUGHLIN, auctioneer, has
been "in tobacco" for 13 years. He
says: "I've never yet seen Luckies
buy anything but the best tobacco
...so I've smoked them since 1928."
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With Men Who
Know Tobacco Best- - %
It's Luckies 2 to 1
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RECENT tobacco crops have been
outstanding in quality. New meth
ods, developed by the United States
Government, have helped the farmer
grow finer tobacco. As independent
experts point out, Luckies have
always bought the cream of
the crop. Thoroughly aged,
i
these fine tobaccos are now
k
ready for you. A nd so Luckies
Kk
are betterthanever.Have you
tried a Lucky lately? Try them
for a week and know why ...
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This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We do not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department.

April 24, 1939
Editor, HIKA
Kenyon College
Gambier, Ohio
Dear Sir:

existence we are again indebted to this
organization. The plan was that we of
the new HIKA staff were to publish two
HIKA numbers and thereafter, should the
magazine be accepted by' the council,
HIKA was once again to become a Ken
yon publication. Last year, as all upper
classmen know, HIKA appeared but three
times and of these three issues but two
were mailed out to subscribers. Thus
we were this year faced with an extra
burden—the burden of filling last year's

Although my HIKA duties keep me oc
cupied in writing ads for the back pages
of HIKA, I have often desired to some
time "make" the first page and have a
few things on my mind at this time that
I should like to call to the attention of
HIKA readers.
In Coming Issues of Hika
To begin with I have thought quite
a bit about one letter which was pub
lished in last month's HIKA. I agree with MAY:
Vernon Jenkins about bringing to life
once again an outstanding feature of THE FUNCTION OF NEW DIRECTIONS,
past HIKAS — the Kenyon Intelligence
by James Laughlin, IV
Test. Furthermore, in order that I
might back my statement, I am going to
submit enough questions to fill at least
THE COLLEGE UNDERGRADUATE IN
one page for the May' issue and I only
POLITICS,
hope that my' questions will be accepted,
for there are many interesting facts and
by Dr. Paul A. Palmer
things about Kenyon that will surprise
even the Seniors. So, Mr. Jenkins,
A Short Story,
should you be as enthusiastic as you
claim to be perhaps you may have a few
by Donald L. Miller
suitable questions in the back of your
mind. No doubt there are others on the
hill who might have a question or two to
submit and if you do I'd appreciate your JUNE:
telling me. Perhaps a few of our read
An Article on Unemployment,
ers might also have some question that
by Dr. Paul M. Titus
they would like to submit. In short, Mr.
Editor, you can count on hearing from
me soon.
THE ANNALS OF SWING,
And now that I have pledged myself
by Ken Wray
to revive the Kenyon Intelligence Tests
I should like to shift to another side of
HIKA. Naturally as Business Manager
JOSEPH CONRAD,
of this year's HIKA I am concerned with
the financial standing of HIKA. A few
by Thomas R. Navin, Jr.
besides myself have been interested in
this side of HIKA too, outstanding among
A Short Story,
this group being the treasurer's of
fices who have been reminding us from
by Peter Taylor
time to time of HIKA'S debt to Stoneman Press, amounting to over $670.00,
and which has been a burden since 1936.
Although we cannot now hope to pay
the entire deficit this year we earnestly subscriptions, This task we completed
expect to clear up this debt next year. with the March 1939 number and are
This year we have sought aid from the now approaching those who were sub
scribers last year.
divisions and have met with the kind of
And now just a few words as to the
cooperation and interest that has always
subject matter of this year's HIKA. Here
been outstanding in Kenyon students.
Right here I'd like to paint a brief on the hill we've all been complaining
picture of HIKA as I've seen it this year, that HIKA has become too literary while
fa the middle of last October after hav- outside we have been congratulated on
mg spent several weeks in trying to de publishing a magazine of high standing.
cide whether or not HIKA should again HIKA has this year featured guest con
aPpear, we were given permission to go
tributors of outstanding writing ability
ahead.
For our start we are indebted and it has been our policy to feature one
the Executive Council and for our of these notables each month. We feel it
APrii,
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a great honor to publish the works of
men such as Ezra Pound, Harry Brown,
Merrill Moore, George Marion O'Donnell,
Richard Eberhart, Roberta Teale Swartz
(feminine contributor), John Crowe
Ransom and William Carlos Williams.
I believe that all of you will agree with
me when I say that we have been fortu
nate. And we should not forget that
we have had good work from students
who have been faithful from the start
and who, few that they are, have tire
lessly contributed to every issue. To Jack
Thompson we owe a good deal of credit
for the drawings that have appeared in
HIKA, and though he has not yet taken
to the type of art Jasper was praised for
in past HIKAS, perhaps he'll favor us
one of these days.
In closing I'd like to encourage you
all to give us a few suggestions. You
do a lot of talking around the campus
but you don't let us in on your ideas.
I was fortunate to overhear one remark
about the Kenyon Intelligence Test but
I also read about the idea in HIKA. Come
on! Let's hear from you and let's see if
you can furnish a question for the Ken
yon Intelligence page.
Sincerely yours,
E. J. Whitcher, Jr. '40
To The Editor
of The HIKA
Some weeks ago a poll was taken here
on the campus to determine Kenyon's
favorite dance band. The results were
as follows: Artie Shaw first, and follow
ing in their respective order, Tommy
Dorsey, Larry Clinton, Benny Goodman
and Kay Kyser tied for fourth place.
Hal Kemp, Horace Heidt, Count Basil,
Bob Crosby all trailed the leaders.
Last week Billboard Magazine pub
lished its national collegiate poll. (This
vote was taken in 100 selected colleges,
Kenyon being represented.) To a Kenyon student the results should be interesting. We picked the same five bands
as the national poll! Therefore we
are able to pride ourselves as a
body on being able to pick the outstand
ing bands in this country today. We
did not rank them the same way, but
did place them all. When compared,
they look like this:
Billboard
1. Shaw
2. Kyser
3. Dorsey
4. Goodman
5. Clinton

Kenyon
1. Shaw
2. Dorsey
3. Clinton
4. Goodman
5. Kyser

The most popular male and female
vocalist on the Kenyon Campus are the
two most popular throughout the col
legiate world today! Bing Crosby and
Bea Wain. It is interesting to note here
that Bing rates over all the male vocal
ists in bands and that he sings with
none in particular though he does re
cord with John Scott Trotter and Jimmy
Dorsey from time to time. Bea Wain's
popularity is granted as being gained
from her now famous recording of Deep
Purple with Larry Clinton's band. There
are the facts if you are interested.
Ken Ray '41.
1

CONTRIBUTOR#
DUDLEY FITTS, Guest Contributor this issue, is
one of our finest poets, It is indeed unfortunate that
he will be relatively new to most of HIKA'S readers.
A poet of unusual brilliance and superb technique, he
has been, nevertheless, generally too difficult to appeal
to the money-grabbing publishers and has consequent
ly not been really available to the general reading pub
lic. Fortunately, however, he has published frequently
in the best magazines in the world including Atlantic
Monthly, Criterion (London), Transition (Paris), The
Nation, The New Republic, Hound and Horn, Poetry:
A Magazine of Verse and many others. And he has
had five books published to date including a transla
tion of "The Antigone" of Sophocles, done in collabor
ation with Robert Fitzgerald, and which is reviewed
in this issue of HIKA.
In regard to his poem, he writes "This very free
paraphrase of Psalm 82 was an invitation job — Mr.
Harry Mayer of Kansas City has been working for
years on the rather curious project of publishing a
Psalter, the psalms to be done by a tremendous num
ber of poets in their own styles. . . . This was my
assignment. The new Psalter won't be published for
a long time, I gather, and Mr. Mayer releases it for
publication." We feel sure that everyone here will
be taken with it.
Mr. Fitts is a Harvard graduate of the class of 1925
and is at present Instructor of English at the Choate
School, Wallingford, Connecticut.
EDWARD C. WEIST, Associate Professor of
Classics, is of course well known to all of us. As
Faculty Guest Contributor, he reviews a translation,
by our Guest Contributor, Dudley Fitts and Robert
Fitzgerald, of "The Antigone of Sophocles." He has
himself published, with the Harvard University Press,
a translation of the Menaechmi which, incidentally,

2

was put on last year by the Kenyon Hill Players. He
is also Director of the Kenyon Singers.
THOMAS R. NAVIN, Jr. makes his first appear
ance in HIKA by doing a very fine article on the new
music collection. He is at work also on an essay on
the great English novelist, Joseph Conrad; it will ap
pear in the Commencement issue of HIKA.
CHARLES McKINLEY, remembered for his English Sketches, has finally come through with the short
story that he has been promising us for so long.
JACK THOMPSON has authored some of the best
stories to appear in HIKA this year. His "In The City,"
which appeared in the February issue, will be remem
bered by all HIKA readers. This month he gives us
another which the Editors, at least, consider his best
work to date. He also illustrates the story.
PERRY HUME DAVIS, II who has reviewed for
us before, does Archibald MacLeish's radio play in
verse, Air Raid. This new piece by one of our very
best poets is now available both in book form and in
recordings (Columbia).
ROBIE MACAULEY is one of our most dependable contributors. The prose piece that he gives us
this issue is comparable to what was formerly called
the experimental school of writing.
R. T. S. LOWELL turns from poetry to reviewing.
The book under discussion is Yvor Winters' Mauled
Curse, a work that has been hailed as the most funda
mental attempt to uncover and clarify the trends cli
maxing in the intense literature of the modern day.

HIKA for
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In Winter
By Robie Macauley
One morning I remember, I stood in the snowy air
with a sinewy winter wind striking against my face, in
a part of the city's outskirts that I cannot recall. It
seems very strange to say it now, but I was entirely
without perception. There was a scene in that place
I remember, and I remember that I was a part of it,
but it drifted smokily in front of my mind and I could
not notice any detail.
But inside my head there were several scenes,
all cut sharply in intaglio, with every detail exact,
clear as the air on my face and real as the rope in my
hands. And I was powerless to stop these scenes from
coming and going and torturing me. But it was an
objective sort of torture, as if I had a part in the scene
inside my head and I could watch from outside my own
troubles, and I could watch my own face and feel only
a painful, abstract sympathy with myself.
It is hard to recall the scenes that passed and it is
harder to recall any sequence that they may have had,
but each scene that I can recall is full of all the odd
and impertinent details that constructed it. But, just
as the details were insignificant, each scene was in
significant in itself, and only the accumulation of them
seemed important or meaningful.
I can remember the first scene very well, although
it is a single setting without any continuity or any part
of a progress. It was in the dining room of our old
house on the hill and I could think of it easily and
remember everything in it because I had been there
only yesterday. I sat in my seat where Mother always
made me sit with my back to the windows, watching
my sister who stood by the door. The table was bare
and I did not dare lean my arms on it for fear I would
scratch it. There was a light in the room, but I do not
remember where it came from, except that it was as
sweet and uncertain as candle light. Also, there was
a light that came through the leaded windows high in
the wall behind me, but that was very faint. The
candle-like flare played unevenly over the surface of
the wainscoting on the walls, over the blue Dutch
plates that Mother keeps on a little shelf above the
buffet, and quite brilliantly over my sister, whom I
Was watching.
She had something in her hand, a cord, I think,
that looped down and almost touched the floor. It hung
°ut of the hollow of her hands, which she held before
her, waist high. I thought then that she was trying
t° tie the ends together or to fit them into something
April, 1939
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she held in her hand. I cannot remember if I knew
what she was doing then, but it seems to me that I
might have. Strangely, I had a great desire to get up
and walk around the table to the other side and help
her, but I remembered — and this seems ridiculous to
me now — that Mother always put me at that place
at the table and it was probably her desire that I
should stay there.
So I stayed there and watched my sister fumbling
with the ends of the cord. I cannot remember when
this seemed to happen, but it must have been when
my sister was about sixteen. (Just as this part of the
setting came into my mind, I remembered, or seemed
to remember that my sister had died since then, but
that thought passed away very quickly and the scene
came back.)
She wore a yellow blouse and a blue skirt, and
her hair, which was blonde and to her shoulders,
seemed like a fine yellow stuff which reflects a rich
blue, catching some of the blue and holding it in the
shadows and folds.
She was not moving, but she seemed to be swaying
almost, against the grey oblong of doorway behind her,
as the light in the room plunged a little. She seemed
to be a construction of rounding planes, with each
plane having a texture of its own. The rough wool of
her skirt, the glazed surface of her stockings, the linen
texture of her blouse, and the gay, silk skin.
At last, my heart started up a little and jolted
against my chest, and, a second later, I saw a card
board shadow, black against the grey rectangle of
doorway behind my sister. I sat still and watched it,
without moving or breathing, push across the room
and obscure my sister from the soft candlelight that
still played easily over the wainscoting of the room
all around. But as soon as I could not see my sister,
I felt completely numb and the scene was destroyed.
After this image had passed from my mind, as I
stood there in the cold that morning, grasping a rope
I could not see and facing a blurred procession of
lights and shadows, I felt entirely exhausted. But
these things were unaccountable and I did not control
them.
The next room was my own, and I was just getting
into bed. It seemed to be at night after the incident
in the dining room and I was very tired. After I had
put my pajamas on, I walked across the room and
locked my door. Then I raised the window and got
5

into bed, and lay there for a while without going to
sleep. The same queer light seemed to be in the room
that was in the dining room that evening, but I realized
that I had not put out the candle that I kept on my
dresser and usually lighted when I went to bed. I
looked at it, thinking I should put it out and hating
to take my hands from under the covers and into the
cold air to do it. Lying there, I noticed the candle,
the dresser it stood on, the line of the door jamb and
the ceiling made a frame with nothing in it. I watched
the frame idly for a long time, thinking that I should
put out the candle and go to sleep.
At last, I heard a noise at the door and saw it start
to open. This was not queer; usually my mother or
my sister came in to say good night to me. It was not
unusual, yet I did not expect it tonight for some
reason.
It was my sister in a shining blue wrapper, not
looking real at all but like an emblem of my sister,
with her hair bright with points of light reflected from
the candle and waving a very little in the air from my
window.
She stepped into the rectangular place I had been
watching and stood there for a moment. Again she
was all surfaces, flowing and curving like the move
ment in a pale curtain of watered silk. And again my
hands were tight and without feeling; and I could not
move nor speak.
She might have been swept out into space and
poised there at the end of the motion, waiting. But
she stepped toward me, in a moment, without seeming
to step. And, as she came closer, the dullness of my
hands went over all of me and there was nothing in
my eyes but a smooth liquidity of light. But before
that scene went, I remembered a slight warmth and a
brushing on one of my cheeks and I thought it might
have been her hair when she kissed me.
I clutched the rope harder, trying to remember,
but I could not. The cold breeze swayed across my
face, and I was conscious of blurred, abstract patterns
of light and shade in the scene that I knew was in
front of me. But just now, the only reality was the
steel-sharp images in my head and the action that
went on in them.
The next one was in the kitchen of our home on
some bright morning. I felt that it was the morning
of the same day in which the other scenes had hap
pened, but I was not sure. The air in that morning
seemed to be distilled and brilliant with sunlight. It
was like the soft light I had seen twice before, but it
was more intense. It must have been summer, because
the door to the garden was open and the windows
were up. I sat in one of our blue-painted kitchen
chairs across from my mother and father, who, very
stiff and clean in Sunday clothes, sat facing me. My
father was in his good, black suit with one strand of
gold watch chain standing out on it. His dark face
6

was stern, and I noticed that every vertical wrinkle
in it seemed deeper than ever, giving him a righteous
and terrible look. My mother wore a flowered dress
and sat very stiffly, too, but I do not think I looked
at her face, I was so intent and fearful of what my
father was going to say.
We have a clock on the kitchen wall which looks
as if it might have been made from a plate. Even the
ticking seems to be a porcelain sound. This clock, on
the wall just behind my father, clucked its tongue to
warn me. The air came through the window on my
left and brushed my face, and I could hear none of
the usual sounds from outdoors. I had my hands
folded as I had before in the dining room, and again,
in spite of the warmth of the air, they were very cold.
I held my knees stiffly together and waited for my
father to speak.
We sat there a long time silent, but at last my
father spoke. I did not understand the meaning of
the words, but the sounds were very impressive and
very deep. They produced a great fear in my mind;
I wanted to get up and run past my father into the
garden, but of course that was impossible. After his
sentence, there was another long silence and I waited.
Then I noticed something I had not seen before.
Just over my father's left shoulder, I could see the
doorway that showed part of the garden through it.
Straight out from the door went the long gravel path
and on either side of it were the flower beds. Just
now I noticed my sister, framed in the doorway and
about halfway up the path. She seemed to be a minia
ture figure, because every detail about her was very
clear to me. She wore a smock-like garment, caught
at the waist with a cord and falling to her knees. The
sunlight rippled over the cloth, giving every fold and
variation a difference of value. I never knew that
brown could be such a delicate color, but there was
here every nuance, every charm of light and shadow
in keen detail.
Her head was shining as it had by candle light, only
more subtly. In her hand she carried a bright red
flower she had just picked from one of the flower
beds. In the center of the grey, gravel path with its
straight edges, she seemed to be all flowing, swirling
lines, washed in a smooth, intense illumination. I saw
that she was barefoot too, and that her feet were very
white.
But my father was speaking again and my eyes
came back to his face. I tried to concentrate on every
thing he said and to make the sounds go together to
make sense, but it was impossible. Without knowing
the meaning of the words, though, I felt their intent.
With every sound that came from his moving lips, 1
felt the dullness in my body advance. I was tense
now; there was a weight to me that I had never felt
before. Every sound came slowly and seemed to settle
(Continued on page sixteen.)
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A Plea For The Unknown
By Thomas R. Navin, Jr.
For some unaccountable reason the most popular
works of a composer are almost always his worst.
Anyone who has heard a recital given by Rachmani
noff can scarcely have been unaware of the almost piti
ful reluctance with which, after innumerable encores,
he finally plays the C-sharp minor Prelude which he
has come so thoroughly to detest. God must have no
great love for composers when he allows them to
write pieces which, like vengeful furies, haunt them
the rest of their lives. Paderewski must feel the same
about his Minuet. There will probably be not a single
concert on his present tour at which he will not haveto play it as his final encore. Sibelius was horrified
when an American once told him that he was best
known in this country for his Valse Triste, one c?f his
most inconsequential compositions.
Unfortunately these works are not quite bad
enough to die a natural death. But no piece of music,
no matter how great, can well stand to be played con
stantly. It is probable that Beethoven wrote nothing
more beautiful than the "Moonlight" Sonata; but who,
after he has heard it night after night on the "Music
You Want" program, can derive any great pleasure
from it. People, American people especially, are all
too prone to fondle their pets to death.
The requests for music on the newly received Car
negie set are an excellent example of the adulation
of the trite in music to the exclusion of the more de
serving. Students invariably request Ravel's Bolero
and then are amazed when told that it is not included
in the record library. They seem to feel that it is a
deliberate insult to their taste in music to be told that
Carnegie Corporation does not consider the Bolero
good enough to be included in their collection. And
in a sense that is true. The Bolero s sole distinction
is the interesting manner in which Ravel has orches
trated a theme that repeats ad nauseam. But Ravel
has written many better works in which he has
handled the same problem with even greater deftness.
A close second, in number of requests, to the
Bolero is Wagner's Ride of the Valkyrie. Despite the
fact that Toscanini may choose this to close his season
of broadcasts, it is not, by far, the greatest music
Wagner ever wrote. It was intended originally, not
for orchestra, but for opera. It is the arrangement
of the prelude and first bars of the second act of the
second opera in the Neibelungen Ring. Fortunately,
at least for those who prefer Wagner's orchestral to
his operatic selections, the latter lend themselves
readily to orchestration. This is doubtless the greatest
factor in their popularity and at the same time the
reason for their not being included in the Carnegie set
April, 1939

Third in popularity of the omissions is doubtless
Tschaikowski's Marche Slav. The committee that
selected the records for the Carnegie library must
have considered that Tschaikowski — probably the
most subjective of all composers, — had written a
type of music which, bad as it might be, ought to be
represented in the collection. So they chose the Over
ture 1812, the best (consequently the most horrible)
example of this style of writing. Tschaikowski him
self called it "noisy," but anyone who likes Marche
Slav is certain to be infatuated with it. He was com
missioned to write it for the inauguration of the Rus
sian Exposition, and it was to be played in the Moscow
public square by a gigantic orchestra with cannons
booming in the distance for sound effects. Even today
it is occasionally played for summer outdoor concerts
with bombs set off by electrical switches on the tympanist's music stand. And the crowd goes wild.
The reasons that these popular works are not in
cluded in the Carnegie library are rather obvious. The
committee felt that there was little need to include
those selections which are so popular that they may
be heard almost daily over the radio. Especially if the
composer had written something better of the same
type. And if the choice lay between two works of
equal value, the least well known was usually given
preference.
The most deplorable aspect of this "cliche music"
is the extreme difficulty encountered in trying to be
rid of it. People like compositions that they hear
frequently over the radio, and radio orchestras play
pieces that people like. The Gambier radio-listener
can tune in on approximately twenty-four hours of
symphonic and semi-symphonic music during the
week. But of this only about five hours is truly sym
phonic; the rest is "pop." The purpose of the Carnegie
music set is to develop in the listener an appreciation
of all types of music and thus to widen the scope of
pleasure which music can afford. With a regular
instructor these thousand records could be used as the
basis of an entire course in music appreciation. Failing
in this, the set may still prove valuable if wisely used.
Instead of requesting old favorites, the student should
acquire the habit of investigating the files for new
and interesting works. Otherwise the set will result
in more harm than good by merely hastening his
musical stagnation. For this reason it is no doubt
a good thing that many famous compositions have beer
omitted from the collection.
Musical appreciation should be eclectic, it should
not be confined to the compositions that everyone
knows, nor, at the other extreme, only to the great
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masterpieces. To feast exclusively on these latter is
like limiting one's diet to caviar and nightingale's
tongue. That they are delightful cannot be denied, but
a steady diet of them is as tiresome as it is unnourishing. To prevent this the Carnegie Committee omitted
from the collection some of the world's greatest sym
phonies: the Beethoven Fifth and Ninth, the Brahms
Third, the Tschaikowski Fifth, the Sibelius Second.
All of these are played, not more than they deserve,
but to the exclusion of many works of equal merit.
The New York Philharmonic, for instance, can pro
gram only a limited number of symphonies a year, but
popular demand is so great that these five works must
be included even if others have to be neglected. Thus
the Carnegie set provides an opportunity to hear many
fine ones too frequently neglected: the Beethoven
Second, the Tschaikowski Fourth, the Sibelius Fifth,
the Mendelssohn Fourth.
Americans seem to have a passion for superlatives.
It is no longer exciting to see Niagara Falls because it
is now known that there is a much greater and more
spectacular one in Rhodesia. The Brooklyn Bridge
no longer attracts interest because the Golden Gate
Bridges are so much longer. Bob Feller is greeted
for a while as the greatest prodigy in baseball history,
only to be replaced immediately by Johnny Vandermeer. Kreisler, Heifetz, and Szigeti are all hailed as
the world's greatest violinist. Possessing this attitude
toward everything, it is little wonder that the Ameri
can people are interested only in a composer's best
works. On the surface it appears to be a good trait,
but it has one great disadvantage. Rather than listen
to die second rate work of a great genius, we prefer
to hear the best work of a second rate composer. The
Poet and Peasant Overture is a good example. It is
no doubt the best thing von Suppe ever wrote, and

it is very popular. But no one would think of com
paring it with the Leonore Overture which, though
among Beethoven's less respected works, is infinitely
superior. The list of first rate second class music is
without limit and comprises pieces readily recognized
by the musical layman: Rossini's William Tell Over
ture, Dukas' Sorcerer's Apprentice, Meyerbeer's Cor
onation March, Flotow's Martha Overture, Chabrier's
Espana. These may be the composers' best works,
but they do not rank with those lesser works of the
greater composers which are included in the Carnegie
library: Purcell's Dido and Aeneas, Dvorak's Quintets,
Brahm's Lieders, Franck's Chorales.
Given the opportunity to select what he wants to
hear instead of accepting passively what comes over
the radio, the student should cultivate the desire for
good music even if, one might almost say especially if,
it is not well known. Even to the musical layman
Sibelius' seldom heard Swan of Tuonela affords more
true enjoyment than either his Finlandia or Valse
Triste and the Elgar Enigma Variations are so far su
perior to his Pomp and Circumstance that it seems
impossible that they are by the same composer. The
Tschaikowski piano concerto, theme music for the
Orson Welles program, is certainly preferable to
Overture 1812. The Pelleas and Melisande music is
as enjoyable as the Afternoon of a Faun once it is
learned. And the MacDowell piano concerto is in
strong contrast to the composer's better known ditties.
The Rachmaninoff Rhapsody is so rhythmic and me
lodic that it might vie in popularity with his Prelude
if it were less difficult to play.
So when students begin requesting these instead
of the old favorites, our musical appreciation will have
reached the same superiority over old-world standards
that our orchestras have already attained.
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A Poem
by
Dudley Fitts

PSALM LXXXII
Deus stetit in synagoga deorum

Let God challenge the world's gods in their hall,
The exquisite, the cultured, the subtile theorists,
Preachers of reversion, propagandists of despair.
Let God examine their platforms, weigh
The campaign slogans: hot air for hunger, blaze
Of brass for the beaten, the privilege of fists
Clenched or flat=palm=raised, mechanical,
To shore up the stricken streets while the bands
blare.

Let God accuse them: Is this your judgment,
Judges?
Guides, your guidance?

Is it this airy lure,

Tongue=sleight, craft of slippery phrase on phrase?
How long must men endure
The insolence of

your clan=consented grudges?

They can not even hear, their correct faces
Give no sign.

And these are the great ones

Our dream of impotence puffed into power!
Their fine bones crack like ours, their blood is blood,
In the shudder of rifles they'll tumble and sprawl
As easily dead as we.

Rise, clear hour!

This blow cancels them, gives us back to God.

April, 1939
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Oh Carefree Day
By Jack Thompson
As soon as Ben woke up he knew that he was going
to be sick. He shuddered and started to turn over but
his stomach lurched so he lay still and tried to calm it.
He placed his hand against his belly, under his pajamas,
but the fingers were cold and he started shivering.
"Oh, damnit," he thought. His mouth was burning
and his stomach felt as if it were full of soft ice. He
felt that his head must have been aching all night
while he slept. Hearing the clock ticking, he knew
that any minute the alarm would go off and he would
have to get up. His stomach bubbled ominously. Ben
wished that he were dead. He pulled his knees up
and tucked the blanket under his chin. Finally he
could stand the suspense of waiting for the alarm no
longer and he sat up
cautiously on the edge
of the bed. All the
blood seemed to rush
into his head and
hammer at his temples.
"Ugh," he said.
When he scratched his
head it felt as if his
hair were full of sand.
"My hair's falling
out, too," he thought.
"I'll be bald before I
know it. I feel terri
ble."
WA
This was what hap
pened every time Ben
stayed up and played
liutpool with the boys and
drank too much beer.
Then his stomach lurched again and he felt a thin
bitter taste in his throat. He layed down and pulled
the covers up over his head. He was shivering and his
teeth were chattering. His body shrank from the cold
sheets. He decided he was too sick to go to work, and
just as the alarm began clattering he reached out with
shaky fingers and shut it off.
This was the first time Ben had ever stayed away
from work because he was sick. During the winter,
when he had had a bad cold for two weeks, he had
gone every day to the office. Ben was a clerk in the
statistical department of Baumgarten Co., Inc., The
Home Department Store. The three other clerks in
the department were women, and in order to maintain
his self-respect Ben, who was older than either Bessie

or Mary or Krin, told himself that he was only waiting
there because in a little while he would be made head
of the department. Sometimes he thought Steve, his
boss, would be promoted and sometimes he thought
he would be fired. Steve was a harrassed, thin, young
man who baffled everyone with his nervousness. Ben
never said anything to him because Steve never no
ticed a remark until it had been repeated at least
twice, and then he always stared with such disconcert
ing intentness that it made Ben feel foolish unless he
had something important to say. The department never
had the reports ready on time, and none of them could
ever make any plans for Saturday nights until it was
almost too late to do anything. Ben was a little afraid
of Steve because he
never talked to him,
and he never knew
what Steve was going
to do next. Also he
U
was a little afraid of
him because one day
little Hodgins who had
been there for years,
since long before Ben
came, had been fired,
and he had hired Krin.
But Ben had worked
there three years now
J
and he felt that he
should be able to take
a day off when he was
so sick.
Ben drifted off to a
hectic sleep, and when
he finally woke up again he felt worse than ever. He
opened one eye and looked at the alarm clock and saw
that it was ten o'clock. He was afraid then and thought
he had better hurry and get down to work, but when
be sat up he decided that he would never make it. He
pulled on his old bathrobe, yanked the belt around his
waist, and stumbled down the stairs to the telephone.
He hoped that Mrs. Kohler or her daughter was not
around. Although, as Mrs. Kohler explained, it was
not a regular boarding house, now that Mr. Kohler
had passed away she was glad to have a man in the
house, and Ben rented the upstairs front bedroom and
ate supper with Mrs. Kohler and her daughter and
Browning, who rented the room next to Ben's.
"Hello, Steve?" Ben said into the telephone.
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"Yeh?"
"This is Ben."
"Yeh?"
"I, uh, I'm sort of sick and I don't think I'll come
to work."
"OK."
"Uh, I don't feel so good."
"OK."
Ben started to say good-bye but Steve had hung
up. Although he felt relieved, he was a little disap
pointed too, to find that Steve was so casual about it.
He climbed back up the stairs carefully and went into
the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror. His
round face was pale and his eyes stared stupidly out of
blue hollows. His thin hair stuck up in blond wisps.
"Boy, I'm sick," he thought, and started back to
bed, but he felt a warning from his stomach and just
got back to the bathroom in time. Then he felt better,
and after he had been in bed for a while he felt so
well he got up. At first he thought he had better go
right down to the office but then he decided that it
would be too hard to explain. He took a shower and
shaved and dressed as he brushed his pale hair decided
now he was free and that it would be his day.
He looked out the window of his room at the April
sun on the new grass of the little lawn in front of the
house. It made him feel brave and exhilarated. A
fine day, and he didn't have to go to work. He didn't
need his topcoat today.
>'
As Ben was standing before the heavy mirror in
the downstairs hall, Mrs. Kohler came in 'from the
parlor.
"Why, Mr. Turner," she said.
"Good morning," Ben said jauntily into the mirror.
"I decided to take a little vacation today." He turned
and saw that Mrs. Kohler was puzzled and worried,
holding a large grey dust cloth to her breast.
"I decided not to go to work today," he said.
"You're not sick, Mr. Turner, are you? Don't you
go running out now if you don't feel good. Let me—."
"Now, I feel all right."
"Well, now don't —"
Ben smiled pleasantly to her. "It's all right," he
said.
While he was walking away from the house it
suddenly occurred to him that Mrs. Kohler might have
been worried because she thought he had lost his job.
This annoyed him, and he saw himself going back to
the house and saying in nonchalant but firm chiding
to Mrs. Kohler, "And, madame, 1 am still in the employ
°f Baumgarten Company." He looked back over his
shoulder at the gaunt old house, but his steps never
seriously faltered, and he did not turn back. That
Would be a silly thing to do, Ben knew.
He breathed deeply the clean morning air. "Ah,"
April, 1939

he said as he exhaled, and he began to whistle. Al
though he listened, he could hear no birds singing in
the trees. He thought of smoking a cigarette but just
in time remembered that it was before breakfast.
Ben found that without thinking he had walked
down to the Kewpie Hamburg Shop, where he had
breakfast every morning. Although he felt that the
occasion called for something special, he could think of
no place else to go, so he had breakfast there.
Afterwards Ben decided to go for a walk. He struck
out carelessly across the town, humming to himself
and glancing casually about the street. He thought of
Krin and Mary and Bessie sitting behind Steve in the
walls of the office. He could see his desk, empty. Un
derneath the gaiety he felt a secret fear, but he
hummed bravely and ignored it.
Ben walked far out across the city into the suburbs
where neat little houses edged the streets. He realized
that it had been a long time since he had been for a
walk. He could not remember once that he had. When
he had been a boy, he remembered, he had walked all
the time. He tried to recall just one walk out of this
boyhood but he could not. He had gone on hikes, but
where he could not remember.
There was one memory in which he was on a
strange street at dusk, the ends of the street sifting off
into darkness. A boy with a forgotten name crouched
and said "One for the money, two for the show," and
leaped, snatching a small branch from a tree overhead
and poking it at Ben.
Suddenly Ben felt lonely and out of place. What
was he doing, walking there in the afternoon when
people were working, and Steve was. He wondered
what they were saying about him.
A woman opened a window upstairs in one of the
little houses and banged a dust mop against the sill.
Ben felt a foolish impulse to explain to her why he
was there and not at work. He tried to walk incon
spicuously, and thought that perhaps he should go
back to his room. But he did not want to see Mrs.
Kohler.
After a while his legs began to feel loose and tired,
and so when he saw a little cafe he was glad. Inside,
looking at the menu, he began to feel good and ex
pansive again. It was nice to eat alone in a strange
place. He ordered a bottle of beer with his meal. It
was a pleasant little place, he thought, the big bar and
the lamps on the tables and all. Ben smoked a cigar
ette as if a woman were seated across the table from
him.
When he was outside he walked briskly again and
whistled softly. He had just eaten lunch at three
o'clock. He lighted another cigarette and felt like say
ing something clever to the people he passed on the
street.
When Ben came to Willslow Park he was surprised.
11

He had not thought of the park in years. Now sud
denly he could remember every bit of it, and he
walked into the entrance eagerly. Far on his left was
the playground, but that was strange and dim in his
memory. Ahead was the creek, and that other side
of the creek, that jungle in which he had played every
night after school. He walked excitedly across the
smooth grass of the oval about the pool. One day he
and Cam and Reuben had stepped on the ice and all
three together plunged into the water. They hung
their freezing clothes on lines in the basement of Cam's
big house. Summers he had lain on the cool grass at
night.
Ben could see between the trees the hill rising
across the creek. He was confused by the rush of
memories.
Walking down to the creek it seemed to him that
the hill was not so high and steep as it had been. He
could not place his memories properly. Where was
the tree with the big hollow under the bare roots?
Ben thought that the old place had certainly changed.
The creek which had rushed broadly in those days
was now slow and muddy. He stepped it easily. He
could remember clambering across it, hanging pre
cariously to the wire fence which separated the park
from the great secret state of Lowe. He and Cam had
kept the wild other-side-of-the-creek; once planks had
been placed as a bridge and they had managed to tear
them down. Why, Ben thought, it's a wonder we
weren't arrested.
He climbed the dry clay hill and began wandering
along the ridge. Somewhere here had been the swing
ing tree where they had leaped like Tarzan. There
was the dirty hidden hollow. Bushes snagged at his
trousers.
Ben wondered why it was he felt so bad. We were
little rascals, he said. Regular little rascals. Smoking
Cam's father's cigarettes here. Ben smiled sadly and
lovingly.
How time flies, he said. He sat down on the grass
but no thoughts came into his mind, so he walked on.
He saw a little boy down by the creek and stood
a moment watching him. He was filled with kindness
for the boy who was there where he had been long
ago, and he started down the hill.
The boy was squatting in the mud, watching the
creek intently and dipping in it with an old pan. Ben
remembered how big people had seemed to him when
he was a child. He said "Hello," in a friendly tone.
The boy glanced around and said "Hello." Ben
puffed on his cigarette and tried to think up something
proper to say which would be good for the boy.
"Catching pollywogs?" he said. "I used to catch
them here a long time ago." Time is a funny thing, he
thought.
"There isn't any pollywogs in April," the boy said
without looking around.
12

"Oh," Ben said, The little boy continued swirling
the pan in the creek.
"Do you like the park?" Ben said.
"What?" The boy shifted uneasily.
"Uh — do you like the park?"
The boy said in a small voice, "I guess so," and
reached out into the water.
"Some day you'll be as old as I am," Ben said. The
boy did not look around from his crouch.
Ben stared down at his clumsy adult shoes and at
the burning cigarette in his hand. The paper of the
cigarette scraped dryly when he moved his fingers.
"Well," he said. The boy's slender back did not
move.
Ben stepped over the creek and walked away, feel
ing the boy's eyes on his back. He was embarrassed,
and tried to think of something else. That was no way
for the boy to act.
He felt the cooling afternoon air through his shirt
front and turned toward his house. When he reached
it at last he was completely tired out and it hurt to go
up the stairs to his room.
Mrs. Kohler woke him for supper and he ate in a
dull fuddle. A bitter taste persisted in his mouth.
After the meal he sat around and smoked and read
the papers. Just as he got up to ask Browning what
he was going to do he heard him go out the front door,
and he went back to his room and sat down, feeling
miserable and more lonely than ever before in his life.
Finally he got up and went out to a movie. After
the first few moments in which he felt bitter he lost
himself and traveled to China, fought battles, seduced
an Emperor's daughter and a bandit's beautiful wife,
and rode horses over trails.
When he came out of the movie it was raining and
everyone was standing under the marquee. He pre
served the romantic movie, holding a cigarette to his
lips and casting hard oblique looks at the women.
Then the terrible thing happened. Steve was com
ing under the marquee there. Ben tightened himself
about his panic and stood with his head down, waiting
for Steve to speak. He stood that way blindly until
he could stand it no longer and looked up. Steve was
not in sight.
Then Ben began to feel ashamed and as he watched
the people jostle out from the theatre crowding and
anxious, he blushed angrily, remembering how heroic
he had been in the movie. This is terrible, Ben thought.
He wondered if it had been Steve.
"How'd you like the movie?" Ben wheeled and was
paralyzed when he saw Steve standing beside him. In
the instant that the question rolled in his brain, he
saw the people standing in the grey rain and looking
helplessly, huddled down in their clothing. The horns
of the tangled traffic bleated across the wet pavement.
(Continued on page twenty-two.)
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Rosemary For Remembrance
By Charles McKinley, Jr.
George sent Miss Blythe home early and sat down
at her typewriter. Outside, spring was decorating the
parks with green, and dots of spring flowers showed
in little patches of walled-in gardens. George looked
from the window of his office, across Trafalgar Square
towards St. Martin's - in - the - Fields, where pigeons
circled and lit on the steps, and rose like a cloud when
a passer-by chanced to come near them. George tried
to imagine what London must have been like when
St. Martin's really stood in the fields.
Then he thought of a stone and tiled cottage near
Tintagel. Just a small sort of cottage, whitewashed,
and standing behind a row of plane trees. Someone,
ages ago, had laid out a garden in the back with bay
trees and beds of sweet-smelling bergamot and rose
mary and blue cornflowers. George thought of how
gloriously the sun touched the little cottage and its
gar ien after a shower. He looked down at the type
writer. The sheet of paper in the roller was blank
except for the words "Julia, Darling."
George had been married twelve years. He had
been happy with his wife and his son, and his business
had been successful. Yes, he thought, he was pretty
fortunate. But when he thought of the cottage in
Cornwall and of spending a month there, alone with
Julia, his pulse quickened a little. It made George
wonder if he was getting old. He tried to imagine
how pleased Julia would be when she opened his letter
in the morning. She wouldn't refuse; he felt certain
of that.
He looked again at the sheet of paper in the type
writer and wondered if a typed letter on business
stationery was quite the thing for a love note. He
rolled the paper out, tore it up and found a plain sheet
of stationery and began to write with a pen.
"Darling Julia,
Tomorrow I'm leaving for Cornwall. Please
say you will join me there for a month. I have
taken the little cottage that we found there
one summer when we were children. I under
stand that your husband will be away from
London for several weeks. It will be so easy
for you to leave. Take the morning train on
Tuesday and I shall meet you at the station.
It will seem long until then, but it is worth
waiting for, to see you again.
Always affectionately yours,
George"
14

George folded the letter and put it into an envelope.
He gazed for a long time out of the window, at the
pigeons fluttering above St. Martin's. Then he ad
dressed the envelope in his schoolboy scrawl, to Mrs.
H. G. Payton, dropped the letter into the post-box,
and took the train for St. John's Woods.
At dinner that night George discovered all over
again that his wife was a beautiful woman, and he
thought as they finished their coffee, that she seemed
to look younger all the time. Certainly not forty and
the mother of an eight year old boy.
He held a match for her cigarette and then lit his
own. "I shall have to be away for three weeks or a
month," he told her.
"Business?" she asked.
"Yes. That new man we put in the Edinburgh
office has been slow to pick up his work. There are
a great many things that need to be straightened out
before fall, and I thought I would go up now."
His wife seemed disappointed. "Soon?" she asked.
"Tomorrow." George was thinking of a cottage
in Cornwall and of a hedged garden and rosemary.
"But darling, I thought we'd take our holiday this
month and go to Cannes. It's so hot in London now,
and you do need a rest."
"I'm sorry, dear." George still thought of Cornwall,
and he could almost smell the rain-fresh garden and
see the bright chintz curtains blowing in the mid
summer breeze. "I could take you along north, but
it would be very stuffy for you. Why don't you go
down into Surry and stay with Bea and Cyril? They've
wanted us there ever since they bought the mill. I
might even join you there for a week toward the end
of the month."
"I'll see," she said, and got up from her chair.
"I'll have Charles pack your things." She closed the
door quietly behind her, and George wondered if she
had been hurt.
Julia Payton stayed late in bed after her husband
had left for the office on Saturday morning. And when
she went in to' breakfast, she was surprised to find an
envelope addressed to her in a cramped scrawl. She
recognized it at once. She thought back how many
years it had been since she had had a letter from
George. Two of them she had had, since she had
married. And they were such fine letters, she thought.
She kept them hidden in a drawer of her dressing
(Continued on page sixteen.)
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Rosemary For Remembrance
(Continued from page fourteen.)
table. Her husband would not have objected, she
knew; he would only have said that she was a silly
girl, clinging to a childhood romance.
Julia read the note a second time, and put it into
the pocket of her dressing robe. Yes, she said to herself, I'll go. She thought of the little white cottage
that she and George had discovered when they were
children. They were silly then and planned to live
in the little white house when they were married.
The time passed quickly for Julia and George. But
it was a grand almost-month that they had together;
swimming in the cove, and tea in the garden in the
afternoon. And on rainy evenings they read to each
other and talked. It had been perfect. And now it
was over. They sat on a bench waiting for the train up
to town. Julia held some flowers that they had picked
that morning while the dew was still wet on them.
"Tell me, Julia, are you happy with your husband?"
Julia just looked at George and smiled faintly.
"Does he treat you well?"
yes," she said, "But let's not talk about
"Oh
him. Let's talk of us. This month has been so grand,
and now it's all over."
George was persistent. "But Julia, I can't bear
to think of your ever being unhappy."
"He beats me," Julia exploded. "Every day. Oh,
he's terrible."
"Every day?" George asked, amazed.
"Well, every other day." And then, "Are you
happy, George?"
"As happy as one can be with a nagging wife."
wife."
"Oh, how terrible, George."
"And when she's not nagging, she's planning to go
someplace and find an excuse to waste my money. I
even suspect her of having affairs with other men,
when I'm away on business. If it weren't for the
children, Julia, I believe I'd leave her."
"How many do you have, George?"
"There are seven now. And another on the way.
All girls."
"Oh, how terrible." Julia laid a sympathetic hand
in his. Then the train whistled, and their holiday
was over. They embraced for a long moment before
Julia scrambled onto the steps of the coach. She
reached down and stuck a sprig of something into
the buttonhole of George's coat lapel. "Rosemary for
remembrance," she whispered as the train whistled
and pulled out towards London. George went back to
the cottage to close it and pack his luggage. He would
drive up to London in the evening.
Julia was at dinner that night when her husband
returned from his trip. He leaned over her shoulder
16

and kissed her, and she noticed that he still wore a
wilted sprig of rosemary in his lapel.

In Winter
(Continued from page six.)
even as it came into the air. The sounds were like
huge, black drops of heavy smoke floating across the
room at me.
But they did not seem to increase in speed or size.
And yet, they seemd to weigh on me more oppressingly, and I bent more rapidly under their load. At last,
they filled the room and kept pushing against me, try
ing to crush me. All I could see through the haze was
father's stern, creased face, the fat gold watch chain
on his vest, and the aura of light over his shoulder,
which I knew was my sister.
The air, it appeared to me, became blacker and
blacker with the sound, and, after a while I realized
that my father meant to rise and come toward me.
I was afraid and helpless in my chair watching him.
He got up slowly. As he rose, his shoulder gradually
obscured the bright image of my sister and the light
around her seemed to fade as the black shoulder
covered the doorway, It rose slowly, reducing the
space of the door to a square, to a bar, and finally to
a knife-blade of light. When it reached the top of the
door, all the light went out of the room and everything
was dull black, and the scene was destroyed.
When the real scene came before my face, I saw
that I was in a small depression of ground near a
street in the suburbs that I knew. I saw all the parts
of the scene and every object, but at first, none of
them had a relation to any other. But in a little while
I understood what I saw.
The rope I clasped was part of the barrier. Be
yond it, in the middle of the depression, several men
were working with shovels and drills. Around the
edges of this place and above me, was a fringe of
trees, with houses showing through in places.
But in the center of the scene was the monstrous
figure of an anti-aircraft gun in the middle of the
small level of rough, brown earth. It was partly
covered by sheets of grey canvas, and this is what the
men were working to install.
I suddenly realized the barrel that stood ominously
out of the bulk of canvas swathings. It was very
black against the uncertain, morning sky. The grim
cone of it stretched up with a hollow, dangerous, uselessness. It was a black core of emptiness over there,
pushing at, but not penetrating the huge, intangible
emptiness of the sky. It was strong and futile, and
even despairing.
As I watched it, it seemed to grow and tower even
more, and the winter scene in the suburbs became
less distinct and the gun barrel taller and out of any
proportion to the earth around it or the watchers.
HIKA for
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Maule's Curse

THE ANTIGONE OF SOPHOCLES: an English Ver
sion, by Dudley Fitts and Robert Fitzgerald. Harcourt Brace and Company, New York, 1939. $1.50.

MAULE'S CURSE, by Yvor Winters; New Directions,
Norfolk, Conn. 1938.

This translation takes a Greek tragedy, a play in
poetry, and produces from it a play in contemporary
English poetry. That is, in fact, its chief value. The
drama is a flourishing form in our time, but it is al
most exclusively in prose. This is probably not in
evitable; and yet poetic drama in contemporary terms
is rare. The few attempts which have been made have
offered us a poetry which is either self-conscious or
highly self-effacing, and the tones and rhythms suita
ble to form the conventions of a twentieth century
dramatic poetry have not yet been found, — no doubt
because they have not been sought enough. The chal
lenge of translation can stimulate that search. Indeed,
the best function of a translator, and perhaps his only
possible one, is that he can make a work of another
language or time the occasion for creating new form
and expression in his own. By inviting imitation, mast
erpieces of classical and later literature have often
performed this active service. For, indeed, to imitate
is not necessarily to revive. This translation, for in
stance, is in general highly un-Sophoclean in its style,
because the translators know that an honest English
poetry now is not possible in Sophoclean terms, since
the components of style which made poetry for him
do not make poetry just now in English. But the
model of a dramatic poetry in Sophocles has teased
the translators into the experiment of a dramatic po
etry in English in contemporary terms, and anything
might come of that.
In form, they have avoided both the casualness of
prose and the severity of strictly measured verse,
choosing instead a language not metrical but strongly
rhythmical. The lines will not scan, but neither are
they eye-verses; reading aloud reveals their structure.
This is a compromise which might well thrive, because
it is a notch above prose talk and yet not so far above
it as to disconcert an audience. It is a genial sort of
poetry, contemporary, without mannerisms, and not
mean, even though rarely dignified.
The language used is very simple and direct. In
dramatic poetry for our time perhaps it could not be
otherwise. For the drama is a linear and oral form
which allows no turning back to look again, and it
requires a language which shall be progressively in(Continued on page twenty-three.)

In the name of God the Puritans judged man and,
by extension, his actions, as damned or elected. And
Maule, condemned by them to die for his damnable
action, prayed God that his executioner be given blood
to drink. The incident is from the House of the Seven
Gables, and taken as title and theme it imbues Maule's
Curse itself with bloody and crusading utterances.
Its seven essays are on eight nineteenth century
poets and fictionalists: Hawthorne, Cooper, Melville,
Poe, Emerson, Jones Very, Dickinson and James. They
are selected as examples of the above thesis. With
the exclusion of Poe and the partial exclusion of
Cooper, all are from New England. The arrangement
of the essays is merely chronological. The essays are
not comprehensive, but purport to commence a series
which will establish "a critical basis for a fairly com
plete revision of the history of American Literature."
It is convenient to examine Mr. Winter's judg
ments and generalities in relation to their matter, but
the governing background will be adumbrated here.
"The relationship of the history of ideas to the history
of literary forms, or conversely, the intellectual and
moral history of literary forms. . . is the very core
of literary criticism." Until the seventeenth century
England lay or slept under the tutelage of the Aris
totelian Ethics as they were promulgated by the Catho
lic and Anglican churches. The Ethics elaborated
degrees of moral perfection which, in their possessors,
were translated (but only with the grace of the
church) to degrees of heavenly beatitude. When sal
vation was earned by good works and virtue, litera
ture was consciously and unconsciously aware of these
degrees. In the seventeenth century Calvinism cate
gorically conglomerated the degrees of virtue into
saved and damned, and for grace by good works sub
stituted determinism. Works became, as it were, the
anthropomorphic media of a supernatural agent, the
manifestations by which all might recognize salvation
and perdition. Then an abnormal simplification came,
for an action's right or wrong were literally more than
life or death. The salvation of one's self, or of another,
was of more moment than joy. In New England Cal
vinism was not only the established religion, it was
governance. And as theocracy relaxed the attenuating
dogmas were recirculated by the Unitarian Church
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and, in its later days, by man's unauthorized consci
ence.
Mr. Winters believes that Calvinism, by its ab
normal simplifications, refusing rationality to action,
brought on its own destruction and morality's. For
the simplification made an adequately integrated in
terpretation of experience desparate. Adjustment of
action to righteousness and the technique for its
righteous comprehension in each case was dependent
on individual terror and industry. Yet the necessity
for moral understanding and action was indeed made
more emphatic, and when this understanding was
achieved, the acuteness and urgency were unique.
But the tension ended in amoralism, equalizing ex
perience and drawing the meaning from life.
Mr. Winters' "revision" of American literature
pictures it in these conditions, for literature can only
dramatize life and world that is real to it. And liter
ary reality must be judged on perception, consistency
and moral seriousness, qualities which are nourished
by the intellectual and moral ideals of their periods.
When we ask this critic "Is interpreted experience
art?" his answer is "No, but what art is made from."
With this in mind, let us illustrate in great detail;
for both morally and aesthetically, Maule's Curse
is of first-rate importance. Hawthorne is boiled down
to the Scarlet Letter, "faultless in scheme and in
detail . . . one of the chief masterpieces of English
prose. Selecting sexual sin he (Hawthorne) was true
alike to the exigencies of drama and of history. In
the setting which he chose allegory was realism; the
idea was life itself." Elsewhere the ruins of the dichot
omy of good and evil forced him into unsatisfactory
novels with unassimilated allegorical elements, or in
his later romances, into uncontrovertible allegories.
Cooper: "dealing primarily with manners (public
morality) and not with morals. . . is therefore inferior
to Hawthorne." Oversimplifying he impregnates his
characters with varying degrees of priggishness. "He
displays at his best a rhetorical grandeur of a kind
cognate with his social ideals, but habitual rather
than understood, and commonly collapsing for lack of
support from his action. . .a man of fragments." Chap
ter seven of the Deerslayer is " probably as great an
achievement at its length as one will find in American
fiction outside of Melville." Winters praises Cooper's
permanent historical testimony and his later substanti
ated criticism. Melville: "the greatest man of his era
and of his nation—in writing a tragic instead of a he
roic epic, displayed a thorough understanding of his
material.. .escaped the curse." Moby Dick is likened to
the Aeneid in its wedding of form and subject. "Its
prose is "as powerful and original an invention as the
blank verse of Milton." Melville's neglected Benito
Cerano, the Encentadas, and Billy Budd are his next
greatest works. His Israel Potter is one of the few
18

great novels of pure adventure in English. Poe: "Al
though he achieved, as his admirers have acclaimed,
a remarkable agreement between his theory and prac
tice, is exceptionally bad in both. Poetry for Poe can
not aid us to understand our lives, for most of our
experience is irrelevant to it — systematically ex
cludes all the knowledge masters of English poetry
— made an air of mystery and strangeness not an
adjunct but the very essence of poetic style. He makes
little use of quantity except as a reenforcement of
accent. He composed wholly on the basis of stereo
typed expressions, most of them of a melodramatic
cast." Jones Very, a mystical poet and acquaintance
of Emerson's, "slighter than Melville or Dickinson,
but a writer of impressive qualities" is a discovery of
Winters "though he is no more often successful than
many another poet, yet he invariably gives the im
pression of a conscientious effort to render what he
has to say." Individual poems have the attributes of
a "luminous directness," and a haunting precision.
"That Very should so long have been neglected, that
he should be left, a century after the production of
most of his best poetry, to the best defense that one,
like myself, at every turn unsympathetic with his
position, is able to offer, is one of the anomalies of
literary history." Emerson is considered principally
as a relief for Very and as "the most influential teacher
to appear in America after Edwards. His central doc
trine is that of submission to emotion, which for the
pantheist is a kind of divine instigation an inadmissi
ble doctrine, for it eliminates at a stroke both choice
and the values that serve as a basis for choice. It
substitutes for a doctrine of values a doctrine of equiv
alence, thus rendering man an automaton and paralyz
ing all genuine action. He was by accident on csrtain
occasions a moral poet, and he was by natural talent
a poet of a great deal of power." Emily Dickinson:
"Except for Melville she is surpassed by no other
writer this country has produced." Her subjects are
roughly classified as natural description, mystical ex
perience, and moral experience. The first class "con
tains here and there brilliant strokes, but she had the
hard uncompromising approach to experience of the
early New England Calvinists. Lacking all subtlety,
she displays the heavy hand of one unaccustomed to
natural objects." The second: "They lack the convic
tion of the mystical poems of Very. . .dramatize an
idea intensely felt, but an idea, not something experi
enced." The third "has a tragic finality, the haunting
sense of human isolation in a foreign universe." James:
"The greatest novelist in English — one of the five or
six greatest novelists to be produced in North Ameri
ca — conceived the novel in terms of plot, entirely in
terms of ethical choice. His moral sense was a fine
but very delicate perception unsupported by any clear
set of ideas, and functioning, not only in minds of a
(Continued on page twenty.)
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Maule's Curse
(Continued from page eighteen)
very subtle constructiony but at the very crisis in
history at which it was doomed not only to be almost
infinitely rarefied, but finally dissolved in air. He
focused attention on serious plotting and fixed im
personally the best quality of American life of his
period, but he did so without the comprehension of
the defects, or with a very imperfect comprehension,
did so partly by representing them, but also, and un
fortunately, by embodying them. A wealth of inci
dental felicities scarcely equalized by any other writer
in English."
These quotations are not exhaustive, but they have
quite likely exhausted attention. Since extracts gather
superlatives and comparisons, not only proverbially
odious, but also arrogantly incommunicative, the
reader must imagine for himself their context of copi
ous illustration and painfully meticulous analysis. I
have quoted at length because the nature and con
sistency of the book can be better shown that way
than in others, and because on his own merits and by
the eminence of his rising disciples, Mr. Winters is
quite likely to become to a degree orthodox.
Reviewers are persons whose scholarship, if any,
is accidental to the subjects. Their sincerity is
hurried. The usefulness of the reviewing would be
increased if it refrained from judgment, and expended
ingenuity on the selection of quotations. Then the
reader would be furnished with a reliable sample, and
spared the novice's easy unearned emulation of ac
quaintance and inspiration. Nevertheless, in so far
as he is a conscientious reader and an alert one, the
reviewer's impressions are helpful to others; for the
essential experience and perceptions, of humanity are
common to all readers. I must beg that it be re
membered that the comments which follow are im
pressions of Maule's Curse, and not of American lit
erature. Creative scholarship is possible to age, and
not to youth.
The application of a set of abstractions to particu
lars is always uncertain and reliant upon human im
perfection. It is by nature uncertain for the unevenness and fullness of particulars deranges any absolute
succession or precedence. But powerful ratiocination,
such as Mr. Winters', once understood abstractly, may
seriously confuse any determination of its success in
application. It is so reiterative, so entangled with its
matter! Consistency and perception are only moder
ately explicit. Moral seriousness is intuitive, and the
total morality of literature, for it consists of those
qualities, is itself a quality, easily nourished and eluci
dated by illustration but primitive in abstraction and
blindly subjective in its manoeuvres. One should,
therefore, go further than the externals and study the
entrails of the classifications. And if when one has
20

done this, he still feels that Mr. Winters has tampered
with his facts, he will feel so with competent elabora
tion.
Melville, the ideal and pivotal figure of Mr.
Winters' hierarchies, although he achieved a moral
resolution of Calvinistic experience, yet achieved the
resolution in terms which not only are not common
to reality, but which for all their splendor of detail
are foreign to reality. Applying our abstractly per
fect moral standards, we may not be satisfied that
Moby Dick, for all its unquestioned magnificence, is
a comprehensive and yet unattenuated version of the
neo-calvinistic struggle, and feeling this allow James
or Henry Adams greater sensitivity and seriousness
of attempt. The moral hierarchies totter!
Mr. Winters' quotations from Emily Dickinson,
with one exception, exhibit a paralyzing gaucherie
and quaintness of diction. This was unavoidable from
the nature of the subject, yet, on account of its in
spired language, a poem of hers quoted by Allen Tate
and cited by Mr. Winters as morally specious is rather
finer poetry. No one will question the major impor
tance of Melville and Dickinson, but in Jones Very,
whose technique and sentiments are as primitive as
the first sections of the Ramaunt of the Rose, few will
be able to see the importance. His language in its
bulk is that of the late eighteenth century. The com
parison of so humble a writer with Vaughn or Crashaw is senseless. Yet Very in his sincerity and in
spiration is superior to many who are more famous
in the American nineteenth century. Mr. Winters'
quotations give too favorable a notion of Cooper and '
his criticism of Emerson, though telling, is delivered
with too dogmatic a simplification.
As for the writing: the essays on Hawthorne,
Cooper and Very are the best. With Cooper and
Very excruciating care and sympathy have been spent
on telling as modified and intricate truth. The essay
on Emily Dickinson, although illuminating in its fun
damentals, in its development is meagre in comparison
with R. P. Blackmur's on the same subject, an essay
not equalled in criticism for the copious qualification
of its approach. The essay on Poe, and to a lesser
extent, that on James are works of charity. Wreckage
in form and in intention, in which masses of quotation
and synopsis are gradually fed to destructive abstrac
tions. Out of this Poe and his propaganda should
never again emerge, and the attacks on James, though
not crippling are relevant; by their penetration that
elaborate genius becomes mortal and tangible. The
essay on Melville is mostly quotation. The writing,
though stimulating and of superlative importance, is
careless; confidence of conception apparently relaxed
the delicacy of style. The sentences are often irritatingly forward and literary. "Form and subject are
wedded with a success equal to that observable in /
Bulkington, a
Milton, Vergil, or Shakespeare
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helmsman even more memorable than Palinurus."
Mr. Winters has united the principles of humanist
and aesthete, the thunders of ethics with the speciali
zation of the craftsman. That unstinted, one can walk
in the other's shadow, is obviously impossible; but as
irrational colleagues they form a compelling apparatus
of criticism. A criticism which exploits and amelior
ates the short-comings of both its elements, but which
is open at every turn to the extravagances of either
— each, "resolvable and palpably in need of being
called out of its complement."
In practice these principles cause an overestimation of the importance of literature; an undue articu
lation of morality wherever it can be discovered,
by a copious employment of lists and quotations
in an isolation of particulars. They have, on the
other hand, furnished unsurpassed scope and scrutiny,
a syllable-fine appraisal of individual pieces. These
definitions the pure-art critics have not had the am
bition to make, nor humanists the taste. Mr. Winters
has brought home the need for precisely substantia
ting all assertion, and in this he is one of the most
fortified critics in English. After Maule's Curse, all
books that I have read on American literature seem
relaxed. Close criticism is not a new discovery, but
Mr. Winters is the first to have minutely criticized
whole authors and periods. Yet his lists, though ex
plicit, are arbitrary, and the exaction of particulars
brutalizes reading and even the criticism. Mr. Winters
has conducted his weeding out of literature, the grave
from the frivolous, the inspired from the dead, with
the passion of a crusade, for he is himself a late bene
ficiary and victim of the Calvinism whose manifesta
tions in literature has so well analysed.
R. T. S. Lowell

AIR RAID, a Verse Play for Radio, by Archibald MacLeish; Harcourt, Brace and Company, New York.
1938.
One of the greatest problems of artists since the
beginning of time has been that of getting their works
before the public. Modern poets are no exception to
this, yet most of them satisfy themselves with the
publication of thin volumes of verse which the critics,
they hope, will like; and the public, they hope, buy.
Even while searching for some more satisfactory
method of reaching the public, the poets of America
are overlooking the one medium that reaches fully
half of our population — the radio.
Verse radio plays have been attempted, with some
success, by the British Broadcasting Company, but
the field in the United States remains virtually un
opened. It has been approached twice both times by
the same man and both times successfully.
The man is Archibald MacLeish; the works, The
April, 1939

Fall of the City and Air Raid. The latest of these,
Air Raid, was presented over the Columbia Broad
casting System, and is now selling both in book form
and as recordings.
It is a great piece of work: the story of the first
air raid of the next war, as told by the radio an
nouncer on the scene, the thing is the most gripping
half-hour of drama I have ever heard. Moreover, it
is something that I believe should be played to every
high school and college student in the country, for it
is perhaps the most convincing piece of anti-war prop
aganda produced since the last war. In thirty minutes
of beautiful and dramatic free verse, MacLeish has
crowded human joy, misery, gaity and fear; and drives
home his point in such a way that once heard, Air
Raid will never be forgotten.
Although written in free verse (and published now
in book form) Air Raid was written to be acted
and is best appreciated when heard, not read. In this
announcer's account of the small mountain town first
hit by the next war, MacLeish gives us not only the
reactions of the commentator, but also of the people
of the village — all women, for the men are in the
fields.
These women have an idea of war based on the
wars of the past while what they are facing is a new
kind of war inauguarated by a new kind of govern
ment, the dictator. Thus the women are foolishly op
timistic, saying:
We are women
No one's making war
On women
and
They've never troubled us yet
They've never harmed us
They never will
disregarding the warnings of the police sergeant:
It may be thought that
this one kills women.
It may be thought that
this one kills women.
Meaning to kill women,
and greeting him with gales of laughter. However,
the laughter stops for a moment when he says
It may be thought that
He conquers life.
That life cannot be conquered
Can be killed
That women are very lifelike.
But then the laughter starts again. They cannot con
ceive warfare in any different light than that to which
they have become accustomed. But soon, when the
planes dive on the village, they falter and run into the
streets to show their womanhood. It does them no
good. Machine guns rattle and they are mowed down
like rats.
Archibald MacLeish has been known as an out21

standing poet for years, but this perhaps is his greatest
work. At least it is of sufficient merit to gain it the
nomination of more than a few critics as the outstand
ing poem of the year in the "Saturday Review of Lit
erature" poll being currently taken.
"Air Raid is a pioneer in its field, so it cannot be
fully judged, but taken merely as a printed poem, it
is a masterpiece. In free verse, it is magnificent in
the effect it leaves with the reader. Falling naturally
in the staccato of gun-fire and airplane motors, it
builds up a nervous tension, then ends with a crash
of fury, leaving the reader completely exhausted from
the effort of living through an air raid.
But so much for it as a poem. Possibly it is of
more importance in its role of pioneer. When MacLeish wrote and produced "The Fall of the City," he
used Orson Welles in the cast. This play gave Welles
the idea that he carried out in his "Men from Mars,"
which scared the country half to death a few months
ago. But both of these were imaginative works where
as "Air Raid," on the other hand, deals with a topic
that is in the minds of most people today — a world
war. Also, he has used new mediums of distribution
for poetry — radio and the phonograph. The phono
graph, however, is a growth of the use of the radio,
so may be disregarded at the moment. The question
is, why have poets disregarded the radio so flagrantly?
MacLeish himself can offer no solution. He considers
it the ideal method of initiating poetry to the public.
Radio, as "Air Raid" seems to me to have proved con
clusively, achieves the effects that all poets have
dreamed about.
The poetry of ancient Greece was originally pre
sented in drama form, and the chorus was invented
for that purpose. Since then poets have been unable
or unwilling to put their poetry on the stage for lack
of this same chorus. In radio, however, we have the
announcer — the modernized chorus. Also radio gives
the poet the chance to have his work presented in the
tone in which it was written, and not mangled by
some poor and disinterested reader. It seems to me
that MacLeish has opened a new field that poets will
make much of in future years; and in doing so he has
given the world a great poetic drama.
Perry Hume Davis, II.

%

n

PS

•

Oh Carefree Day
(Continued from page twelve.)
Then he realized suddenly that Steve was baiting
him; Steve, too, wanted to avoid the issues, and Ben
knew that he would not be asked for any explanation.
Steve wanted to hide too. And Ben knew that all
these people shoving and milling in the streets and
Steve and he were all the same. They were all afraid.
For an instant he saw a great sad picture of them all,
dull and frightened. But then he knew that he was
not alone, and that none of them looked at Irm ar
rogantly. And he said to Steve,
"Well, I guess it was all right."

Phone 238

The College Press
Mt. Vernon, Ohio
Conveniently Near You

TAUGHERS'
RELIABLE PRESCRIPTION DRUGGISTS
Everything a Good Drug Store
Should Carry

Lyle Farris Barber Shop
Quick, Efficient Service
Union Shop

ZEPHYR

SERVICE

MERCURY

ft

SALES

BEBOUT and LEEDY

YT

206 S. MULBERRY

Mount Vernon, Ohio

PARADISE LUNCH SHOP
"Under Curtis Hotel"

*
22

High Grade Wines

Highballs and Beer
HIKA for

Antigone 1939
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telligible to the ear. Intelligible does not necessarily
mean simple; for a highly complex and ornate style
(like that of Sophocles, for example) is perfectly in
telligible if its conventions are clearly established in
the mind of the audience. There is no lack of intricate
styles in contemporary poetry, but they are unsuitable
for oral use because they have established no conven
tion and therefore cannot communicate meaning in the
instantaneous and progressive dramatic form. And
until such conventions are established, it is inevitable
that the language of any successful contemporary dra
matic poetry will tend toward the simplicity of con
versational prose. The authors have gone rather far in
this direction, and use a direct and generally unimplicit language. This is in strong contrast to the style
of Sophocles, and the reader who knows the original
will be struck by a notable reduction in the intensity
and power of the language; but even the reader who
can make no comparisons will miss something. The
scenes will probably seem short, rather incomplete,
and perhaps even shallow, and it may seem as though
much of the action in the play did not quite take place.
The cause of that impression lies, most likely, in the
change of style. For a compact original can say little
and at the same time suggest much; but if the words
of that original are put into a direct style which is unsuggestive and unimplicit, the result is not only less

than the original but less than enough. But the ob
jection bears, in a sense, only on the problem of trans
lation; the fact remains that the authors have achieved
a style of contemporary poetic drama. From this point
of view, the most notable defects arise largely from
adherence to the original. For although the stylized
short-speech dialogue of Sophocles has become rather
realistic conversation (in language at least), the longer
speeches sometimes escape into the older and more
formal mode, so that a rather puzzling contrast some
times arises. But the tones of a play are there.
This version is excellent contemporary composition.
Is it a good representative of Sophocles? No. It is a
play, it has Sophocles' plot and characters (with their
characteristics exaggerated), it has a poetic shape.
But it has not Sophocles' tragedy, it has not his dignity,
it has not his brilliance. It has not those things which
its twentieth century style has not. Sophocles is more
than his ideas in a poetry.
Exception must be made for the odes, for here the
translation is brilliantly successful. Paradoxically, it
is also here that it is most free, both in omission and
addition. But the necessary balance has been kept,
and the pattern of a choral ode and even its syntax
are closely reproduced. If you must read Sophocles
in translation, go elsewhere for the dialogue of the
Antigone but turn here for the choral odes, for in
them the form, sound, and style of the original are
kept as well as any verse translation will ever keep
them.
Edward C. Weist
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candies. . . . They're both for your favorite
sweetheart. Don't forget to combine them on
Sunday, May 14.
We have just received a fresh shipment
of Whitman's Chocolates. Make your selec
tion now and let us mail it for you.

All Colors — $3.15

MERIT SHOE CO.
127 S. Main St.,

SPECIAL CANDY
FOR HER SPECIAL DAY!

Mt. Yernon, Ohio

HECKLER'S

THE ALCOVE
25 c to $7.50
Mount Vernon, Ohio

Before Dance Weekend Leave Your
Suit With

Mount Vernon's Metropolis

TOM KARLOS

2 — DRUG STORES — 2

Cleaning, Pressing, Repairing
Mt. Vernon, O.
106 W. High St.

Compliments

Steadily Pleasing Kenyon Men

GEM LAUNDRY

JAMMARON'S

7 North Main

SUPER SERVICE STATION
Dependable Products — Reliable Service
Vine and Mulberry Sts.

Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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Mt. Vernon, Ohio

. . and with it FOUR things of
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GAMBIER, OHIO

WORLEY'S
MEN'S WEAR

R. V. HEADINGTON

-

For Cleaning, Pressing, and Repairing

Phone 195
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1. The May Dances.
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2. Campus Beer Parties.
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Spring

Y-'1

3. Commencement.
4. HIKA'S Big
Commencement Number.
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"Clinging to a tiny platform 600
feet in the air puts a big strain on
my nerves/'says Charles A. Nelson,
steel inspector of the New York
Worlds Fair. His rule to ease nerve
tension: "Pause now and then—.

LET UP
LIGHT UP A
CAME L //
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THE GREAT "SPIKE AND BALL" {above right) is the theme

t

center of the New York World's Fair—the Trylon and the Peri-

w

sphere—7000 pieces of steel joined by a quarter of a million
mmM

rivets. It's the trying job of Inspector Nelson to check these two
huge shells at every vital point. He says: "I've got to know every
inch of that steelwork. It's a nerve-straining job, hanging onto

H

girders hundreds of feet up, but I can't afford to get jittery. I
have to sidestep nerve tension. It's my rule to ease off occasion
ally—to let up—light up a Camel." (Notes on the two structures

LIKE SO MANY OTHERS at the New York World's
Fair, Charley Nelson makes it a rule to break the
nervous tension of crowded days by pausing every
now and then to let up—light up a Camel. Observe,
on your visit to New York's greatest exposition,
how smoothly everything goes. Also note how many
people you see smoking Camels. There are dozens
of sights at the New York World's Fair—but don't
spoil the fun by letting your nerves get fagged.
Pause now and then — let up —light up a Camel —
the cigarette for mildness, rich taste —and comfort!

V

&

above: The great ball will appear to be supported by fountains
concealing the concrete foundation pillars. At night, the ball
will seem to rotate—an illusion to be created by lighting effects.
The towering Trylon will be the Fair's broadcasting tower.)
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EDDIE CANTOR—Listen in to America's
great comic personality in a riot of fun,
music, and song. On the air each Mon
day evening over the Columbia Network.
7:30 p m E. S. T., 9:30 p m C. S. T.,
8:30 p m M. S. T., 7:30 p m P. S. T.

BENNY GOODMAN—Hear the one and***^
only King of Swing, and the world's
greatest swing band "go to town" in a big
way—each Tuesday evening—Columbia
Network. 9:30 p m E. S. T., 8:30 p m
C.S.T., 7:30 pm M. S.T., 6:30 pm P.S.T.
Copyright. 1939, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.

M

3O0 FENCING MATCHES and exhibi
tions are credited to Rosemary
Carver, expert with the flashing foil.
"Fencing drains the nerves," she
says. "But I can't take chances on be
ing tense, jittery in the midst of a fast
parry or lunge. Through the day I
rest my nerves—I let up—light up a
Camel. I find Camels soothing, com
forting. And Camels taste so good!"

SMOKERS FIND
CAMEL'S COSTLIER TOBACCOS ARE

SOOTHING TO THE NERVES
"<A

Smoke 6 packs of Camels and find
out why they are the LARGESTSELLING CIGARETTE IN AMERICA

•«

